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Frank S. Gordon 



Crouched over the war-path steals he, 
Lynx on-moving steals he, 
Wind words steals he from me. 

Heart-tree, I have but one love — 

Hear — me ! 
Long the days and weary! 
Restless hours and weary, 
Hungered, wearied, wake me. 
Listener of the maid's prayer — 

Hear— me! 
Messenger of the heart-beat — 

Hear — me ! 
Flute-tree, I have but one call — 

Hear — me! 
Long the days and dreary! 
Lone tree, I have but one love — 

Hear — me, hear ! 

STARTLED WATERS 

In the rice-field he nears thee, 
Stealing to thee. 

Hear the startled loon's brood — 
Hide, little Four-stars! 

Soft-paddling comes he singing, 
Lone and singing — 
This one of the moon's low glow, 
This one of the flute's low singing. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

O'er the wild rice his call-notes go, 
O'er the startled waters, singing . . . 

DIRGE FOR ONE DYING 

Mourner — who ? — who cries ? — 
Leaping, weeping, deep-voiced — cries? 

Leaping waters call afar there, 
Weeping rapids moan to sea-waves. 
These, but waves rushing unabated — 
Down they go — 
Go — 

In the place, the place where I sit, I am called to enter 

Spirit waters. 

Spirit waters call afar there, 

Spirit rapids moan to sea-waves. 

Rush they on, headlong, unabated — 

Down they go — go. . . . 

BY GENESSERET 

And who is this that walks. 

By the sea of Genesseret, 

By my heart at ebb tide, 

By the surging hosts of many people? 

It is He who stills, 
Full-glorious in pure serenity, 
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